particularly his campaigns in Egypt, were the chief subjects of conversation.     Before eight o'clock the Pope always retired, distributing his blessing to the kneeling audience, as on his entry.   When he was gone, card-tables were brought in, and play was permitted.     Duroc received his  master's1 orders how to distribute the places at the different tables, what games were  to  be  played,  and   the  amount of the sums to be staked.    These were usually trifling and small compared to what is daily risked in our fashionable circles. Often, after the Pope had returned to his own rooms, Madame Letitia  Bonaparte  was  admitted  to  assist at  his private prayers.     This lady,  whose intrigues  and  gallantry are proverbial in  Corsica,  has, now that she  is old (as is generally the case), turned  devotee,  and  is   surrounded  by hypocrites and impostors, who, under the mask of sanctity, deceive and plunder her.    Her  ante-chambers   are  always full of priests; and her closet and bedroom are  crowded with relics, which she collected during her journey to Italy last year.     She  might,   if she chose,  establish  a  Catholic museum, and furnish it with a more curious collection,  in
